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They dare not urge or strain the power they have
To bring me prisoner where my witness borne
Might show them parcel of the deed and guilt
For which they rise up to lay hold on me
As upright men of doom, and with pure hands
To hale me to their judgment.    I will go,
Till good time bring me back; and you that stay,
Keep faith with me,

Queen,                   O, how does one break faith?

What are they that are faithless ? by my love,
I cannot tell or think how I should lie.
Should live and lie to you that are my faith,
My soul, my spirit, my very and only God,
My truth and trust that, makes me true of heart,
My life that feeds and light that lightens me,
My breath and blood of living,    D oth God think
How I shall be without you? what strange breath
Shall my days draw, what strange blood feed my life,
When this life that is love is gone from them
And this light lost?   Where shall my true life go,
And by what far ways follow to find love,
Fly where love will?   Where will you turn from me ?

BotkwelL    Hence will I to Dunbar, and  thence

again

There is no way but northward and to ship
From the north islands ; thence betimes abroad
By land or sea to lurk and find my life
Till the wheel turn.

Queen*                  Ah God, that we were set

Far out at sea alone by storm and night
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